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Letter  from  the  Editor 


Adam  Chalifoux 


Thank  you  to  a few  inspirational  and  supportive  people  I have  had  the 
honor  of  encountering  on  the  winding  road  that  has  made  up  my  journey.  Heather 
Peters,  Linda  Elaine,  and  James  Magrini,  you  have  each  truly  taught  me  so  much 
more  than  the  curriculum  . . . 

Throughout  my  time  as  editor-in-chief  I have  come  to  notice  something 
amazing  about  the  phenomenon  that  is  poetry.  I would  generally  begin  our  editors’ 
meetings  by  asking  a staff  member,  “What  did  you  think  of  the  piece?”  Each  per- 
son would  then  share  their  interpretation  of  the  poetry. 

Every  time  I would  hear  a different  voice  share  a different  opinion 
formed  from  a different  brain,  a different  soul,  and  a different  person.  We  each 
saw  poetry  through  a unique  lens  formed  from  our  experiences,  passions,  person- 
alities, and  philosophies  that  showed  in  our  unique  interpretation  of  the  work. 

Only  when  my  own  work  was  anonymously  reviewed  did  I come  to  fully  under- 
stand what  I believe  is  the  truth  about  poetry,  art,  and  perhaps  life:  The  relation- 
ship between  the  poet  and  the  reader. 

The  poem  was  one  I had  written  in  high  school  about  a rather  unpleasant 
situation  I encountered  with  a girl.  Although  admittedly,  I didn’t  expect  anyone  to 
pick  up  on  the  metaphors  that  were  so  personal,  I was  surprised  to  hear  such 
intriguing  interpretations.  One  editor  thought  it  was  just  a simple  story  with  no 
message  at  all.  Another  thought  it  was  a metaphor  for  the  life  of  Christ. 
Meanwhile,  I sat  amused  that  the  poetry  had  sparked  such  ideas  and  conversation. 

I dared  not  share  my  interpretation;  after  all,  whose  poem  is  it  really  once  it’s  on 
the  page? 

Socrates  said  it  best  in  The  Apology.  “Poets  write  poetry,  but  by  a sort  of 
genius  and  inspiration;  they  are  like  diviners  or  soothsayers  who  also  say  many  fine 
things  but  do  not  understand  the  meaning  of  them.”  Socrates  is  saying  that  the 
poet  is  like  a great  artist  who  paints  beautifully  but  does  not  fuUy  understand  what 
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he  creates  on  his  canvas.  In  reflection,  1 now  realize  that  I don’t  understand  the 
full  meaning  of  my  poetry  or  anyone  else’s  because  I can  only  read  a poem 
through  my  own  eyes.  This  is  not  due  to  my  ignorance  or  that  of  any  other  artists, 
but  rather  the  magnitude  of  his  or  her  work  and  the  subjective,  symbiotic  relation- 
ship between  the  poem  and  reader.  We  see  the  words  through  our  own  eyes  and 
read  the  words  with  our  own  perspective,  which  is  formed  by  our  own  experience. 
This  interpretation  and  relationship  between  the  poem  and  the  reader  is  perhaps 
the  most  beautiful  aspect  of  poetry. 

I am  merely  a poet.  You  as  a fellowship  of  the  Prairie  Light  Review  are 
what  give  each  poem  power  hundredfold.  May  we  may  find  countless  interpreta- 
tions, meanings,  and  truths  through  our  reading.  Thank  you,  readers  and  artists, 
for  your  contributions.  It  has  been  an  honor  serving  as  Editor-in-Chief  of  the 
Prairie  Light  Review.  Enjoy. 
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Suffering  the  Lemtimacv  of  Aesthetics 


ames  M.  Map-rini 


The  Voet’s  Vocation 


The  poet’s  glance  traverses  the  distance  between  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  back 
again. 

As  imagination  bodies  forth,  the  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet’s  pen  turns 
them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing  a local  habitation  and  name. 

With  the  distant  storm,  comes  the  poet’s  vocation:  To  share  with  brethren  the 
divine  truth  of  Being.  History  opens  with  the  seduction  of  Holy  Word. 

As  Demigod,  between  the  time  of  Earth  and  Heaven,  the  poet  is  thrown,  alienat- 
ed, and  beholden  to  art’s  task.  In  the  emptiness  of  the  night,  singing  the  song  of 
Eate  unto  others,  he  foretells  what  is  yet  to  be. 

Bowing  to  Nature’s  Omnipotence,  in  the  presence  of  Helios,  his  soul  is  con- 
sumed by  the  white  Ught  and  heat  of  a thousand  suns.  Struck  and  blinded,  he  is 
driven  to  madness.  The  receiving  and  giving  unto  others  exact  a high  penance. 

“I  would  gladly  turn  homeward,”  laments  the  poet,  “for  what  harvest  but  pain 
have  I reaped?  Can  I return  to  the  gods  of  my  childhood  and  expect  the  same 
peace  as  before?  Can  my  art  balance  life’s  suffering?” 

Poetizing  is  a striving  for  atonement,  a longing  for  a purified  return  to  the 
hearth,  to  the  feast,  in  communion  once  again  with  the  gods  at  their  banquet  table. 

The  poet’s  song  rehves  the  ancient,  torrential  event  of  history’s  eruption,  when 
Kronos  tore  from  the  womb  of  Mother  Earth  and  language  usurped  the  reign  of 
Chaos. 

Awaken  us,  poet,  we  who  slumber,  give  us  laws  and  give  us  life!  Venture  into  the 
eye  of  the  storm  that  rages  of  the  clashing  of  World  and  Earth,  where  light  and 
shadow  dance  over  victory  and  defeat,  blessing  and  curse,  master  and  slave. 

The  poet  creates,  but  his  letter  kills,  suffering  the  legitimacy  of  aesthetics,  his 
sprit  to  spirits  gives  vigor  and  new  hfe. 

A Fire  divinely  gleaming  wells  up  for  you,  poet,  and  with  great  pain,  yet  quick 
with  desire,  you  hurl  yourself  headlong  into  Aetna’s  furnace  . . . 

And  once  again  the  cries  of  celebration  resound  and  the  aroma  of  sacrifice 
permeates  the  aether. 

Gladly,  did  not  love  restrain  me,  deep  as  you  plunged  down,  I would  follow. 
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No  Miracles  This  Year 


ason  Florin 


We  wander  through  a familiar  October 

Summer’s  beauty  lost 

Lilting  into  fall;  fading  with  our  team 

The  deep  green  of  the  ivy  oo2ing  from  outfield  walls 

There  is  almost  enough 

Hope 

Faith 

Enthusiasm 

To  hold  them  up 

For  one  more  afternoon 

But  winter  comes  quickly  in  Chicago 

There  will  be  no  miracles  this  year 

No  more  hot  dogs  or  Dixie  bands 

Or  shots  onto  Waveland 

No  more  pleas  to  get  some  runs 

Or  sunny  days  of  beer-soaked  bleacher  bums 

We  believers  are  weary 
Too  saddened  to  notice 
The  ivy  is  just  a naked  vine 
Ghosts  ease  back  into  hibernation 
Beyond  brick  walls 

In  this  town,  generations  go  to  graves 
Without  tasting  the  sweetest  fruit 
That  blooms  for  only  one  team 
In  the  heart  of  cold  October 

The  city  and  I dream  of  princes  in  a long-suffering  land 
Winning  a glorious  battle  to  claim  our  throne; 

In  Chicago,  we  are  a people  starved  for  victory 

It  is  a child’s  game 
Played  by  rented  heroes 
Donning  modern  war  emblems 
Giant  C’s  for  Second  City 

But  we  are  starved 

I have  a diamond  carved  into  my  heart 
Bleeding  blue  onto  emerald  fields 
Beating  with  the  impossible  belief 
That  one  day  we  will  hold  up  an  index  finger 
And  mean  it. 
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Low  Rising 


Colleen  Fessler 


Sister 


Allison  Anderson 


WeVe  hurt  each  other  badly 
We’ve  hurt  each  other  worse 
It’s  hard  to  see  you  as  a blessing 
When  you  feel  like  such  a curse 

I’m  sorry  for  the  things  I’ve  done 
And  I know  you’re  sorry  too 
In  the  end,  we’ll  always  have  each  other 
But  for  now,  I still  hate  you 
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Degree  Dearest 


Kelli  0’Dw^  er 


You’re  the  only  one  anyone  asks  for, 
the  only  one  anyone  cares  for. 

They  don’t  come  running  to  see  me, 
to  see  my  bruised  and  beaten, 
ripped  and  riyen, 

sides  and  pages. 

Oh  they  look  at  you, 

^YU  clean  and  pristine  edges, 
calm  and  collected  font. 

Do  you  show  the  story? 

The  peanut  butter  smears, 

from  the  project  that  deyoured  his  entire  weekend. 

The  puckers  from  tears, 

from  her  late  night  breakdown  when  I was  her  only  friend. 

No,  you  just  get  all  the  glory. 

Your  flimsy,  flaky  sheet, 

under  your  nice  clean,  plastic  finish. 

You  yalidate  they  finished. 

You  are  all  anyone  cares  about. 

Not  anything  written  on  my  pages. 

The  poetry. 

The  points  of  a presentation. 

The  prose. 

The  persuasion. 

None  of  it. 

Not  a single  period 

of  their  own  punctuation  counts. 

No,  you  teach  them  that  only  the  destination  is  what  counts. 

And  me,  the  notebook, 

eyery  bit  the  only  eyidence  of  the  process, 

is  useless. 

After  graduation  day.  I’m  thrown  away. 
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Song  For  My  Illusion 


Linda  Elaine 


Shh,  do  not  speak  now. 

Let  me  sit  in  silence, 
by  tonight’s  moonlight, 
as  I make  real  this  illusion 
that  has  so  entranced  me. 

See  there,  where  he  has  stepped 
over  the  threshold  of  my  heart? 

See  how  he  has  penetrated  that  space, 
long  vacant — its  restless  contentment 
a thin  pretense? 

Oh,  do  not  wake  me  just  yet. 

Do  not  tell  me  the  real  line. 

I refuse  to  define  my  feelings, 
or  give  shape  to  his  face. 

Meanings  serve  only  to  confine. 

I’d  rather  envy  the  honored  wine  glass 

that  knows  the  taste  of  his  lips, 

and  the  night  wind  that  blows  perfumes 

across  his  skin  sweeter 

than  those  of  the  joshua  tree. 
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Experiences  of 


Alichael  Scott  Sumrak 


After  Ijofs  Wife,  Genesis  19:26 


Amazing 
that  the 

glowing,  raining 
sulfur  & fire 
does  not 
attract  more 
backward  gazes. 


As  our  homes 
are  destroyed, 
it’s  the  warmth 
that  persuades, 
as  we  go  headlong 
into  the  cold, 
dark  plains. 


Foggy  Path 


Alathias  Folev 
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Glass  Face 


Heather  Peters 


I live  in  a glass  face, 

my  windows  covered  bv  curtains  too  thin. 

Giving  view  to  a room  made  bare  by  those  standing  on  the  street- — 
each  thought  makes  an  appearance  without  permission. 


Surrounded  by  the  shimmering  shelter, 

its  protection  an  tUusion,  I did  not 

realize  its  abilitv  to  distort  the  view  from  within. 

I see  w*hat  I wunt  to  see,  not  w*hat  is. 


But  the  light  show’s  it  for  w’hat  it  is — 

A mirage,  mocking  me  with  false  promises. 

And  I,  too  arrogant  to  recognize  the  difference, 
FaU  beneath  the  spell  and  am  lost. 


The  timing  is  perfect,  aimed  for  maximum  impact, 
the  destruction  is  complete.  WTule  the  fragments 
do  not  cut  deeplv,  the  wounds  are  too  many 
To  tend  all  at  once. 


The  blame  for  the  failure  to  hold,  to  stand  firm 
falls  w’hoUy  on  my  shoulders,  and  smpidly 
I stare  at  the  pile  of  glistening  glass,  w’iUing 
it  to  magicaUv  remrn  to  its  previous  shape. 


I have  alreadv  forgotten  that  I live 
in  a glass  face,  a heart  worn  bare 
and  utterlv  unprotected. 


The  Prairie  Light  Review^ 


7 


The  Heart  Flies  Home 


Maya  Adelman  Cabral 


old  folk  tunes 

drip  their  way  through  the  rough  cracks 
of  the  old  mustard  house  where  she  grew  up 
filled  with  ghosts  and  memories  and  joy 
peace  and  calm 
rage 

and  shame 

she  comes  from  the  city 

where  life  thrives  between  concrete  walls  and  up  up  up  in  the  sky 

in  the  shells  of  steel  buildings 

where  people  grow  on  top  of  each  other. 

this  place 

this  is  where  she  knows  how  to  breathe. 

why  is  it  that  nothing  is  ever  washed  away? 
the  clock  keeps  ticking,  the  sink  keeps  dripping, 
her  coffee  cup  is  always  empty. 

this  is  where  she  comes  from, 
this  is  where  her  heart  flies  to 
when  she  dreams  of  home. 
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Bill  Chalifoux 


Infinite  Shades  of  Gray 


Poelic  Arguments  Against  the  Dangers  of  Absolutism 

we  sing  the  tune 
of  right  and  wrong 
but  by  hitting  the  notes 
we  miss  the  song 

there  is  no  low 
there  is  no  high 
there  is  only  ground 
there  is  only  sky 

all  that  falls  between 
must  stay 
between 
in  the  infinite 
shades  of  gray 


Police  Work  is  Serious  Business 


Adam  Chalifoux 
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The  End  is  Nigh:  A Story  for  Joel 


Casey  James 


So  this  is  it.  The  last  days  are  passing.  I can’t  imagine  we’re  going  to  be 
OK  now.  John  says  it’s  over.  The  world  is  ending. 

hly  name  is  Rupert,  I am  told.  It’s  raining  right  now,  can’t  shake  it  from 
my  coat.  He  reaches  down  to  scratch  my  head.  These  are  our  baths  now.  John’s 
devoted  aU  our  remaining  hours  to  preaching.  The  people  seem  afraid.  John 
screams  for  their  salvation.  Some  try  to  leave  money  at  our  feet.  John  shakes  his 
hands  at  them.  We  won’t  need  mone}?,  he  says.  The  rain  water  pools  up  around  us. 

I lap  it  up.  I’m  not  even  thirsty. 

In  the  beginning,  I remember  a girl.  She  was  nice.  We  had  a few  rooms  to 
move  around  in.  They  would  sleep  aU  morning  and  I’d  wake  them.  The  bowl  was 
always  fuU  of  food.  The  house  smelled  like  food.  I remember  many  meals.  John 
was  happy,  I think.  He  loved  her  and  he  loved  this  world.  He  did  not  want  it  to  be 
over.  I don’t  think  John  knows  how  much  I love  him.  That’s  OK. 

The  girl,  now,  I liked  her.  She  played  baU  the  right  way.  I am  low  to  the 
ground  but  I’m  fast.  I should  say  I used  to  be  fast.  She’d  take  me  to  parks  and  let 
me  run.  That  was  a very  long  time  ago.  I watched  her  swallow  a razor  blade.  She 
let  it  rip  open  her  insides  and  died  in  John’s  arms.  I don’t  know  why  she  would  do 
that. 

John  is  dying.  I can  smeU  it  on  him.  It’s  coming  for  aU  of  us,  he  says,  it’s 
coming  for  every  man,  every  woman;  every  delusional  sinner  who  thinks  he  will  be 
spared  at  the  rapture.  I don’t  know  what  he  means.  He  holds  up  a wooden  sign 
like  the  one  he  calls  Christ.  It  cuts  into  his  hands.  It  wears  away  the  skin.  I don’t 
know  what  it  says. 

He  might  be  sick  or  maybe  he’s  been  sick  but  now  he  can’t  stand  it.  \\”e 
never  went  for  this  many  walks  before.  We  haven’t  been  inside  a house  since  it  was 
warm.  It’s  been  cold  for  a very  long  time.  I am  hungry.  That’s  OK. 

John’s  going  to  bed  soon.  Maybe  it’s  tonight.  Maybe  a few  nights  from 
now.  But  he  will  sleep  and  that  will  be  it.  He  won’t  wake  up.  I wiU  not  know  what 
to  do.  So  this  is  it.  The  last  days  are  passing. 

I look  up  at  him  and  I can  see  it  in  his  eyes.  The  truth. 

I cannot  speak  to  him  but  I would  say  that  I’m  sorry  and  that  I liked  him. 
He  says,  good  dog  and  buys  me  a biscuit. 

The  rain  starts  to  fall  harder.  No  one  is  left  on  the  street  but  us.  I am 
ready.  John  is  too,  I think.  He  has  loved  me  for  a very  long  time.  I am  just  glad  to 
be  here  with  him  at  the  end. 
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Beast 


en  Benyamin 


Whipping  winds  beat  their  worn  bodies 

Shores  ablaze  with  torchlight 

They  call  in  the  boats 

But  the  shadows  are  thick 

And  the  rain  is  fierce 

Waves  wash  ashore  the  wreckage 

Of  the  last  fighting  crew 

And  the  men  all  stranded 

Call  to  the  sky  for  their  mothers  and  wives 

Standing  on  some  distant  shore 

Lightning  licks  down  the  trees 
Thunder  shakes  the  beach 
In  awe  they  turn  as  one 
And  see  the  beast  malevolent 
And  see  the  teeth 

Melting  into  shadows 
And  sifting  through  sand 
Eating  its  fill 

The  jungle  swallows  the  men  whole 
And  spits  out  the  bones 
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A Dialectician  in  Diapers 


Patrick  T.  Salem 


My  son,  Tommy,  is  an  asker  of  questions,  and  it  makes  me  worry  that 
he'll  never  get  a good  job.  Like  many  middle-class,  suburban  kids,  he's  more  inter- 
ested in  the  metaphysics  of  ontology  and  dialectics  than  practical  matters  like 
pott}"  training  or  the  importance  of  clean  hands. 

He  was  three  in  October. 

Every  day  he  drives  me  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  study  of  reason  and 
logic  with  his  constant  questions  about  everything.  Actually,  he  focuses  mostly  on 
two  questions:  "What?"  and  "Why?" 

"What's  that.  Daddy?"  he  asked  me  early  one  morning,  pointing  at  the 
oily  maw  of  the  hopper  on  an  asphalt  paver  that  a road  crew  left  parked  near  our 
house  overnight. 

"That's  where  they  pour  the  loose  asphalt  from  the  big  dump  trucks,"  I 

said. 

"Why?" 

"Because  it's  more  efficient  to  lay  blacktop  with  a machine." 

"What's  ee-fish-int?"  he  asked  haltingly,  tasting  the  new  word. 

"It's  the  method  used  to  achieve  maximum  productivity." 

"What's  duck-tiv-ee?" 

"It's  the  measured  ratio  of  output  to  input  especially  in  manufacturing. 

It's  an  important  concept  in  economics." 

"Why?" 

"Well,  jeez,  I don't  know,"  I said.  "I  mean  that's  essentially  what  the  sci- 
ence of  economics  does,  measuring  individual  productivity  and  efficiency — at  least 
on  the  micro  scale.  On  the  macro,  it's  about  interest  rates  and  the  market  place." 

He  got  real  quiet  then,  like  he  was  considering  my  answer.  You  could  teU 
he  was  thinking  because  he  went  completely  stiU,  like  a pointer  near  a covey  of 
quail.  I could  see  his  little  brain  gears  turning  and  turning,  and  I worried  that  I 
might  have  overloaded  him  conceptually. 

Luckily,  he's  only  two  and  a half  He  spotted  a large  stone  laying  in  the 
street  near  his  green  sandals,  and  he  bent  down  to  pick  it  up. 

"Pocket,  Dad,"  he  said  reaching  for  the  flap  on  the  thigh  of  my  cargo 

shorts. 

That's  Tommy  for,  "Dad,  I'm  gonna  put  this  rock  in  your  pocket  to  keep 
for  later  so  don't  forget  to  pull  it  out  before  you  send  these  to  the  laundry  and 
make  Mommy  mad  when  the  thing  goes  kathunk,  kathunk,  kathunk  in  the  wash- 
er." 

Tommy  and  I have  a very  complicated  shorthand. 

My  wife  wonders  why  I make  the  effort,  and  it's  really  hard  to  explain 
without  telling  you  about  the  way  my  father  answered  similar  questions  when  I was 
a kid.  Like  most  parents  back  then,  my  father  would  often  answer  questions  with 
the  familiar,  "Because  I said  so,"  which  even  now  feels  like  the  worst  answer  a par- 


12 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


ent  can  give  a kid.  But  my  father  was  a master  at  giving  bad  answers.  Like  the  time 
my  sister  showed  him  a photo  of  Mussolini  in  her  Social  Studies  book,  and  Dad 
told  her  that  the  Italian  dictator  was  my  mom's  cousin.  (Mom's  Italian,  and  Dad's 
Irish  so  he  always  had  great  fun  on  anything  related  to  the  topic.)  My  sister  was 
reaUy  embarrassed  the  next  day  in  school  to  learn  what  a horrible  man  her  mom's 
cousin  was.  She  came  home  crying  and  was  inconsolable  until  my  father  finally 
admitted  he  was  only  kidding,  and  even  then  she  wasn't  sure  because  Dad's  face 
never  changed. 

'Your  dog  is  dead'  was  delivered  with  the  same  stiff  face  as  'We're  having 
ice  cream.' 

One  summer  afternoon,  back  in  the  mid-70s,  my  dad  and  I were  sitting 
on  the  front  porch — it  musta  been  a Saturday  or  Sunday  because  Dad  wasn't  at  the 
min  and  the  basebaU  game  was  on  the  radio — ^when  I suddenly  noticed  that  the 
sky  was  the  bluest  blue  I'd  ever  seen,  Hke  if  I tried  hard  enough.  I'd  be  able  to  see 
the  stars  through  the  glare. 

"Hey  Pop,"  I said.  The  Sun-Times  in  front  of  his  face  kinda  rattled  so  I 
knew  he  was  hstening.  "Why's  the  sky  so  blue?" 

He  didn't  even  have  to  think  about  it,  the  answer  came  to  him  so  easily. 

"Because  if  it  was  green  you'd  never  know  how  long  the  grass  was. 
Speaking  of  the  grass,  you  need  to  mow  the  lawn." 

As  I pushed  that  old  cyknder  mower  back  and  forth  across  the  grass,  I 
tried  to  imagine  a green  sky.  Before  I finished,  I found  myself  lying  down  with  my 
chin  pressed  hard  into  the  ground,  my  neck  strained,  and  my  wide  eyes  trying  to 
see  the  blue  sky  through  the  green  grass.  I used  a piece  of  broken  glass  as  a green 
filter  and  confirmed  that  my  dad  was  right.  It's  hard  to  see  green  grass  if  the  sky 
looks  green  too.  It  was  really  the  beginning  of  my  interest  in  science. 

Another  time  I saw  a road  sign  on  a bridge  that  said,  "20  Ton  Max  Gross 
Vehicle  Weight." 

"Hey,  Pop,  what's  that  sign  mean?"  I asked  him. 

"That's  the  most  a truck  can  weigh  when  fuU  to  cross  the  bridge,  son." 

"How  do  they  know?"  I asked. 

The  words  just  seemed  to  come  out  without  him  even  pausing. 

"They  drive  bigger  and  bigger  trucks  over  the  bridge  until  it  coUapses, 
then  they  rebuild  the  bridge  and  weigh  the  last  truck  that  made  it  across  safely." 

It  was  years  before  I learned  about  the  principles  of  diffusion  and  mechanical 
engineering,  and  I felt  a little  foolish  for  ever  believing  my  dad.  The  older  I got, 
the  more  I realized  that  just  about  every  answer  he  gave  me  was  nonsense.  Sort  of 
Hke  when  I learned  the  truth  about  Santa  and  the  Easter  Bunny,  and  I'm  still  wait- 
ing for  them  to  tell  me  the  truth  about  God. 

So  when  my  wife  gave  birth  to  our  son,  I determined  that  I'd  never  dis- 
miss him,  never  feed  him  misinformation,  and  I've  been  pretty  good  about  it  even 
though  it's  getting  harder  and  harder  to  answer  his  questions. 

Last  week,  we  were  walking  through  the  woods  near  our  house  when  we 
came  upon  a makeshift  headstone  carved  from  a piece  of  sandstone. 

"What's  on  that  rock?"  Tommy  asked. 
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The  markings  on  the  stone  looked  like  a kid  carved  them  with  a screw- 
driver. 

"Puppy  7-2-87  7-9-87." 

"WTiat's  that?" 

"It's  a grave  marker,"  1 said,  wondering  about  the  death  of  a week-old 
dog  nearly  twentt^-five  vears  ago. 

"WTiat's  a grave?" 

"It's  where  you  burv  something  that  died." 

"WTiy?" 

I was  torn  between  the  practical  and  the  ritual  of  burial  so  I setded  on  a 
mix  of  both. 

"\X'e  burv  people  and  pets  that  we  loved  to  honor  their  memory  and  so 
we  can't  smeU  the  putrescence  as  they  decay,"  I said. 

"What's  decay?" 

"It's  when  organic  matter  transitions  to  less  complicated  structures  where 
each  component  part  separates  on  an  elemental  level." 

"\XTy?" 

"I  don't  know.  Tommy.  Some  people  say  that  dead  people  decay  because 
their  souls  no  longer  inhabit  their  bodies.  Other  people  say  that  nature  wiU  always 
seek  simpliciw." 

"WTiy?" 

"Because  the  human  body  is  governed  by  a complex  relationship  between 
tissues  and  axonal  conduction  that  is  extremely  complicated.  Such  complexitv  can 
only  hold  together  for  so  long,  kinda  like  trving  to  keep  lots  of  plates  spinning  on 
long  sticks;  ine\dtably  they'U  begin  to  fall  and  break." 

"\\”hy?" 

"WTiy  do  things  faU?"  I ask,  trving  to  understand  his  question. 

"Yeah,"  he  says  as  we  begin  to  walk  away  from  the  spot  where  Puppv  was 

buried. 

"Things  fall  because  of  gravity." 

"WTiat's  that?"  he  said,  his  tiny  hand  squeezing  mine.  It's  tough  to  walk 
like  this  because  the  path  through  the  woods  is  narrow,  and  I have  to  watch  for 
roots  and  branches  that  might  trip  us  so  I stopped. 

"It's  a relatively  weak  force  that  tends  to  attract  objects  toward  the  center 
of  the  earth.  It's  also  the  measured  relationship  of  attraction  betV'Cen  two  objects 
proportional  to  their  masses.  Newton  described  it  prett\"  well  with  his  law  of  uni- 
versal gravitation,  and  Einstein  clarified  it  with  his  theory  of  general  relativiut" 

"WTy?" 

"Because  it's  part  of  man's  nature  to  trv  to  understand  the  order  of 
things,  to  glean  the  truth  about  the  universe  from  disparate  observations." 

"W%?" 

"Truthfully,  Tommy,  it  goes  back  to  mdng  to  prove  the  existence  of 
God,"  I said  recalling  a long  ago  lecture  in  physics  class  at  St.  Ignatius. 

"Do  you  know  what  God  is?"  I asked,  anticipating  his  next  question. 

"Yeah,"  he  said.  He  bent  down  to  look  closely  at  a swarm  of  ants  on  the 
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forest  floor. 

"What?"  I asked. 

"Mommy  is  God." 

I almost  laughed,  but  he  wore  this  look  of  serenity  that  I'd  only  seen  on 
the  face  of  a cancer  patient  drifting  off  on  a sea  of  morphine.  I thought  about 
what  wisdom  he  must  possess  to  be  so  certain  of  this,  to  know  with  such  convic- 
tion that  his  mother  is  God.  I thought  about  how  my  teaching  him  complex  con- 
cepts and  answering  his  dialectical  inquiries  to  their  ontological  conclusions.  My 
father  wouldn't  recognize  this  form  of  child-rearing. 

"Why  is  Mommy  God,  Tommy?"  I asked. 

"Because  I said  so." 

That's  as  good  an  answer  as  anything  I could  come  up  with. 

Kale 


Elizabeth  Marlowe 
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Until  You  Can  Hear  the  Silence 


Lisa  Stegeman 


Stand  in  the  shower  under  scorching  water 
Until  you  can’t  feel  her  touch  anymore 
Take  a sledgehammer  to  the  windows 
‘Til  there’s  nothings  left  to  hold  you  in. 

Set  fire  to  the  sheets,  the  mattress,  the  pillows,  the  curtains 
‘Til  her  scent  is  gone  entirely. 

Take  down  the  bookshelves  to  reveal  the  bare  drywall 
And  put  your  fist  through  it. 

Swing  the  lamp  above  your  head 
‘Til  the  electricity  crackles  in  your  ears. 

Kick  in  the  mirror; 

You  don’t  need  to  see  this  train  wreck  twice. 

Pull  out  the  carpet 

As  if  treasure  laid  beneath  it. 

And  finally  take  the  mix  CD  she  made  for  you  with  all  your  favorite  songs 
And  snap  it  in  half 

And  burn  the  pieces  until  you  don’t  remember  how  the  harmonies  fit  together 

Like  the  two  of  you  used  to 

And  you  forget  how  the  melodies  clash 

Like  screaming  fights  at  3 a.m. 

And  now  all  you  can  hear  is  the  silence. 
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Losing  Grip 


Sam  Callahan 
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Agape 


William  Berkhout 


To  be  the  one  that  someone  calls 
When  their  heart  sinks  or  somehow  falls 
To  be  the  hand  that  reaches  out 
And  finds  the  palm  that’s  cast  in  doubt 
To  be  the  arms  that  open  wide 
Embracing  those  who  wish  to  hide 
To  be  the  shoulder  that  you  seek 
When  eyes  are  full  and  feeling  weak 
'Cause  as  I sit  and  write  this  now 
Alone  again  I am  somehow 
And  where  I mosdy  want  to  be 
Is  where  someone  finds  they  need  me 


Aspen  Mountain 


Karis  Lucas 
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The  King 


Allison  Anderson 


I miss  my  blue  suede  shoes 
All  I've  got  beneath  my  feet 
Now  is  hot  sand 
At  Graceland,  I was  the  king 
Of  kings,  but  here  I'm  just 
A fat  old  man 

Thirty  years  and  it  breaks  my  heart 
That  I'm  jailed 
Inside  this  lie 

This  fabled  tale  has  gone  too  far 
I'm  so  lonely 
I could  cry 


I Want  to  Be  a Grizzly  Poet 


Audrey  StiUin: 


I want  to  be  a grizzly  poet 
Someday 

Not  with  thick  warm  fur  or  teeth  and  claws 

But  wise 

Wading  purposely  into  icy  waters 
Unafraid 

Caution  left  behind  on  river’s  edge 
On  NOW  time 

All  attention  on  the  secret  call  of  salmon 
Focused 

Planted  squarely  in  the  center  of  her  world, 
Expectant 

Mouth  ready,  ears  erect,  vibrantly  alive 
Vigilant 

As  silver  twisting  V’s  race  upstream,  soaring 

Airborne 

Words  snapped  up  in  toothy  jaws,  life  rebalanced 

The  poet 

Dripping  excess  articles,  apostrophes,  alliterations 

I want 

To  stand  within  the  stream,  catch  flying  words 

Grizzly-like 
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Sunday  With  Mom 


Linda  Elaine 


“Come. 

Dinner  waits  for  you  on  Sunday. 

We’U  talk, 
while  your  daddy 

works  out  the  rough  places  in  wood.” 

She  doesn’t  need  to  ask  twice: 

I am  in  need  of  her  smiling  eyes, 
her  understanding  heart; 

I willingly  accept  the  invitation. 

We  sit  by  the  kitchen  window, 
a midday  sun  warming  our  skin; 
hot,  spiced  tea  scenting  the  air. 

“TeU  me. . . What’s  been  going  on,  my  sweet?” 

My  body  softens. . . relaxes. . . 

Hearing  the  infant  name  again, 
it  knows  it  is  home. 

My  loneliness,  emptiness  pours  out  onto  the  table  like  a flood. 

“Hush,  baby.  He’s  coming. 

He’s  looking  for  you.  Don’t  you  fret.” 

Somehow,  her  words  give  me  hope, 

and  I stare  past  the  window, 

watching  early  autumn  leaves  fall, 

thinking,  teary-eyed,  of  the  seasons  of  my  life. 

I am  empty. . . even  of  the  right  words. 

Can  she  possibly  know? 

She  presses  a fist  against  her  chin. 

“I  remember  when  I was  a young  woman. . . alone. . .” 

She  closes  her  eyes  and  reflects, 
nodding  her  gray  head. 

“That  feeling  has  no  words, 
only  a deep,  dull  ache. . . 
a waiting,  searching, 
as  though  expecting  a ghost  train.” 

I smile  in  recognition.  She  does  know, 
as  only  a mother  can. 
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In  the  spaces  between  half  sentences, 
a mother  can  fill  in  the  meaning. 

I sip  the  last  of  my  tea. 

Simultaneously,  she  reaches  for  the  pot. 

A mother  knows,  in  the  unspoken  void, 
her  child’s  needs. 

She  has  heard  for  years 
infant,  youth,  teen  tears 
and  knows  the  music  by  heart. 

We’re  both  quiet  now. 

She  waits  while  my  heart  mends  in  the  stillness. 
My  breathing  paces  with  hers, 
recalling  a long-ago  symbiosis. 

We  two,  breathing  in  the  silence . . . 
working  out  the  rough  places  in  wood. 


The  Child  of  Cotonou 


Mathias  Folev 
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Mourning  Routine 


William  Berkhout 


Wake  every  da}',  scared  and  alone 

I’m  where  I live  yet  I’m  not  home 

Pull  back  the  sheets  from  where  I rest 

The  silence  swells  within  my  chest 

Stretching  my  legs,  I leave  my  room 

And  move  within  this  empty  tomb 

The  shades  are  drawn  but  there’s  no  light 

That’s  bright  enough  to  make  it  right 

Open  the  fridge  and  only  see 

The  places  where  things  used  to  be 

With  nothing  here  but  stagnant  air 

Since  time  has  stripped  the  cupboards  bare 

I let  the  water  warm  and  flow 

And  wish  to  catch  the  undertow 

Yet  as  my  thoughts  drip  down  the  drain 

Their  vacant  slots  are  fiUed  with  pain 

Cold  air  against  my  dampened  skin 

Sends  shivers  that  embed  within 

Hiding  my  heart  under  my  sleeve 

I realize  that  its  time  to  leave 

Slip  on  my  shoes  and  grab  the  door 

Just  wishing  there  was  something  more 

Midnight  at  the  Oasis 


Anthony  Trendl 


She  thinks 

she  is  the  only  one  who  cannot  sleep. 
But  I'm  awake 
because  she  thinks 

she  is  the  only  one  who  cannot  sleep. 
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Unrelenting  Forces 


Dodi  Dolendi 


Guidance  of 


Michael  Scott  Sumrak 


From  bank 

to  bank 
& back  again 

across  artistic  waters 

there  are  many 
touchstones 
I find 

my  footing  on 

but  few  I return  to 
as  frequently 
as  yours. 
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Pentecost 


eremiah  Coogan 


He  took  me  in  the  wind  of  his  spirit 

into  the  valley  of  the  shadow 

tilled  with  death,  the  skeleton  of  a dreadful  army. 

Xot  a spirit,  not  a breath 

of  wind  stirs  the  lifeless  dust, 

parched  beyond  Elijah’s  three  years’  drought. 

.\nd  I am  speechless,  breathless  as  these  corpses. 

Son  of  Adam,  son  of  earth! 

Son  of  the  first  corpse. 

Shall  the  breathless  breathe? 

£/  dixi:  Domine  Deus,  tu  nosti. 

Deus  dixit. 

A sound,  an  earthquake,  going  before  the  LORD 
precursor  to  speech. 

Bone  on  bone. 

Sinew,  flesh,  skin — soulless,  without  spirit. 

A place  for  breath!  For  prophecy. 

Shall  the  breathless  breathe? 

E/  dixi:  Domine  Deus,  tu  nosti. 

Prophesy,  son  of  Adam!  Prophesy! 

“Hear  the  word  of  the  LORD.” 

Come  from  the  four  winds — 
breath,  spirit! 

Breathe  on  these  lifeless  corpses. 

Recreate,  breathe  into  the  man  of  dust. 

Deni,  Sancte  Spiritus! 
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The  Big  Bang 


Lou  Patrou 
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ulia  Dobbs 


He  says 

"I  have  never  told  a lie." 

I wait 

His  nose  does  not  grow, 

His  pulse  does  not  quicken, 

10  seconds  pass. 

And  I smile. 

He  says 

"I  have  butterflies  in  my  stomach." 

I blink 

His  abdomen  bursts  open. 

His  insides  splatter  everywhere, 

1,000  bloody  monarch  butterflies  emerge 
And  fly  away. 
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Butterfly  Girl 


Haley  Persin 
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Scorched 


Benjamin  Hayden 
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Levels 


Bradley  Setter 
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Dissolve 


Katherine  Dolan 
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Dan  Moxham 
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Haley  Persin 
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The  Gospel  Train  2 


Tim  Botts 
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Colorado  River 


Sue  Fi 
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My  Teeth  Could  Hurt  You,  Probably 


Benjamin  Hayden 


The  Prairie  Light  Review 


35 


Shooting  Star 


Dan  Moxham 
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Bus  Barn 


Elizabeth  Marlowe 
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The  Cut  Throat  Business  of  Being  Top  Dog 


Benjamin  Hayden 
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Tim  Botts 


Come  And  Go  With  Me 
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Dan  Moxham 
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Swing  Low  Sweet  Chariot  2 


Tim  Botts 
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Susan  Yount 


The  Chariot 
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The  Chariot 


Susan  Yount 


After  Langston  Hughes 

My  soul  is  lodged  deep  in  the  river’s  muddy  bosom. 

I've  always  known  rivers:  ancient,  dusky  rivers. 

I’ve  buried  my  love  in  the  Euphrates 

I’ve  bathed  in  the  Jordan 

and  drank  from  the  Nile 

but  my  soul  has  sunk  into  the  IVIississippi. 

Sweet  Chariot  carry  me  down  to  New  Orleans. 

I am  older  than  dawns  are  young. 

Sweet  Chariot  lull  me  to  sleep. 

I rise  at  the  sight  of  you. 
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Sun  Poisoning 


Kristin  Pfin^ston 


it’s  Wednesday  afternoon,  your 

landlord  hasn’t  fixed  the  window 

box  air  conditioning  he  promised  he’d  have 

blowing  out  ice  by  last  sunda}^.  maybe 

it’s  the  global  warming;  maybe  summer 

took  so  long  to  come  that  we’ve  forgotten  the 

season  might  end  before  the  heat  does. 

august’s  sun  stabs  through  the  screens 

faster  than  the  sharp  wind  we  let 

whisper  between  us. 

so  much  wind  in  this  city;  so  much  wind  in 
this  room. 

swaving  our  hair  like  static  storms;  it’s  not  enough 
to  distract  from  the  sticky  dripping  heat  and  we 
melt  into  marshmallow  cushions,  passing  a WTiite 
Owl  of  trees  and  smoke  from  lip  to  lip.  the  air 
smells  like  sweat  and  patchouli  and  tastes  like 
white  grapes  and  warm  beer,  you 
blow  o’s. 

they  linger  around  your  head  like 
thoughts  and  that’s  the  only  thing  you  say.  o, 
straving  through  roomed  wind,  o, 
fading  away,  oh, 

the  things  we  could  say  if  we  weren’t  so 
afraid  to  be  listened  to. 
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Without  Evidence 


Linda  Elaine 


Rain  beats  like  tympani  against  dry  earth 
day  after  day  after  day,  shadowless,  gray 
no  sign  or  glint  of  sun 
to  heal  a heart  arpeggiated  by  betrayal. 

“This  too  shall  pass,”  wise  choruses  harmonize, 
and  the  melody  sours  against  ears 
desperate  for  songs  of  hope. 

The  only  parade  passing  here  is  my  life, 
marching  to  the  beat  of  a stormy  drummer. 

I sit  on,  staring  through  a tear-stained  glass, 
letting  nature  do  my  crying, 
hugging  hot  knees  against  my  chest, 
wanting  them  to  be  you. 

VCTat  else  is  left  to  do? 

And  now,  the  silence. 

No  point  in  complaining, 

internal  mind  chatter  only  masks  the  truth: 

I don’t  control  things  here. 

So,  without  evidence,  I turn  my  thoughts  to  love, 
and  wait  for  what  I want  most, 
but  least  expect. 


This  Hand  (Lo  ss  of  a Privilege) 


Heather  Peters 


This  hand,  once  a student 
of  your  face, 

trembled  along  the  curves 
of  your  splendor. 

Now,  it  drums  a rhythm 

on  lesser  surfaces — 
aching  to  return  to  the 
land  it  loves. 
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August 


Tom  Hill 


I let  the  water  take  me, 

its  wet  weight  at  my  arms,  at  my  back. 

I bottom  out,  hands  open,  fingers  spread 

wide  against  the  grit, 

silt  in  the  eyes,  salt  in  the  teeth. 

Last  night  I dreamt  of  dying, 

of  not  wanting  it,  and  then  waking, 

breaking  the  surface  of  myself  the  way  I do  now, 

and  seeing  heat  lightening  far  off, 

scarring  the  sky  and  then  stopping. 

Scarring  and  stopping. 

But  now,  shaking  off  submersion, 
the  sun  shines  soft,  it  touches 
my  face  like  the  warm  hand  of  God, 
or  the  warm  hand  of  someone  wiser. 

What  does  the  heart  know  of  summer? 

What  can  I write  of  its  rising? 

How  to  explain  the  way  summer 
sinks  like  its  own  sun  now, 
as  I stand  at  the  edge  of  it, 
water  beading  on  my  skin, 
water  running  toward  a place 
I cannot  see.  It  collects  there, 
it  curdles  there,  it  grows  an  ocean 
there,  but  it  does  not  end  there. 
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Abner 


Blake  Wallin 


God  is  my  refuge  and  strength  and 
“Hello,  sir,  are  you  bleeding?  Sir?” 

An  ever-present  help  in  times  of  trouble 
“Sir,  just  calm  down,  exactly  where 
Is  the  swelling?  Locate  it  please.” 

El  Salvador  has  no  911  service 
To  speak  of  anywhere.  God  is 
My  rock,  and  on  him  I lean  when 
The  going  gets  rough.  “This  little 
Boy,  Abner  I believe  you  said. 

There  is  no  way  he’ll  be  able 
To  get  a liver  transplant,  lacking 
Insurance,  and  the  cost  alone  is 
Three  hundred  thousand  dollars.” 

God  is  my  foundation  and  solitude. 

“Sir,  state  your  name  and  where 
You’re  from”  “Santa  Anna, 

El  Salvador”  has  no  911  service 
To  speak  of  anywhere.  God  is 
Not  present  there  like  he  is  here. 

We  have  money,  and  God  follows 
Money  like  a hound  dog  sniffing 
Drugs.  Money  is  the  root  of  all 
Evil  and  philanthropy.  “We’re 
Sorry  you  just  don’t  have  the  funds.” 

Zero-sum  game.  Moral  equivalency. 
Funding  blessings  and  disaster.  God 
Always  remains  the  same.  I think. 

And  if  he  doesn’t  we  don’t  know. 
“Wrong  place  wrong  time  we’re  sorry” 

Inattentiveness  breeding  with 
Inaction,  creating  apathy. 

Whatever  you  do  for  the  least  of 
These  you  do  for  me.  Wellspring. 

“You  need  money  to  save  his  life.” 
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Sancharillo 


Adam  Chalifoux 


Long  long  ago  when  I was  just  a boy 

My  father  did  say  to  me 

“Son,  Lve  bought  a toy  for  you” 

“Thanks  Dad!”  I said 
And  I leapt  for  joy 

DAD:  “Son  this  is  very  important  and  you  treat  it  with  care 

Hide  it  away  under  your  bed 

And  don’t  tell  your  mother  it’s  there” 

ME:  “What  is  this  gift?”  I said 
“This  gift  that  I must  hide  away?” 

DAD:  “Just  take  this  box,  keep  it  with  some  rocks 
And  you’ll  find  out  another  da}"” 

DAD:  “Be  careful  my  son”  my  father  did  say 

As  he  handed  me  a package 

“For  if  you  open  this  too  early 

You’ll  be  cursed  to  smell  like  cabbage.” 

Although  I obeyed  my  father’s  request 
I was  so  awfully  curious 
Why  in  the  world  had  my  dear  old  dad 
Been  so  gosh  darn  mysterious 

As  the  months  went  by  I forgot  all  about  the  box 

But  I did  start  to  notice  that  my  room  started  to  smell  of  socks 

Until  one  night  about  a quarter  ‘til  2 
I woke  myself  up  to  go  to  the  loo 

For  when  I got  back  I heard  something  shaking 
My  mysterious  box  under  my  bed  was  quaking 

“What  is  this  madness?!”  I said  with  a shout 
I reached  under  my  bed  and  pulled  the  box  out 

It  was  hot  to  the  touch 
Like  an  overcooked  pastry 
Despite  the  burn  I opened  it  hastily 

Inside  the  box  was  an  egg  of  gold  and  red 

Then  with  a crackle 

Out  popped  a little  green  head 
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And  then  a scaly  claw 
I was  in  disbelief  of 
The  dragon  that  I saw 

Questions  flew  through  my  mind 
Like  a flock  of  wild  geese 
I wondered  to  myself 
Vfhere  my  dad  had  found  such  a beast 

I then  looked  into  the  box 
To  see  a small  note 
I remember  it  vividly 
So  now  I do  quote 

“By  now  you  know  that  this  box  does  feature 

A mythical  beast,  a magical  creature 

Take  care  of  your  dragon 

Feed  him  7 times  a day 

Do  not  tell  anyone 

You  must  hide  him  away” 

“P.S.  If  you  don’t  already  know 

^ j 

You  probably  should 
Dragons  breathe  fire. . . 

Keep  him  away  from  wood” 

I was  exhausted 

I put  my  head  on  my  pillow 

And  when  I awoke  from  my  slumber 

j 

I named  him  Sanchariko 

Then  I went  to  my  kitchen 
Looking  for  some  meat 
Remembering  what  the  note  said 
About  how  much  they  eat 

WTaen  I returned 
Sanchariko  was  waiting 
As  if  he  knew 

It  was  the  fridge  I was  raiding 

As  I gave  him  a plate 
I watched  amazed 
Sancho  cooked  the  food  perfectly 
In  a fiery  blaze 
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“That  was  amazing” 

I said  with  a stare 
As  my  little  green  friend 
Ate  like  a bear 

What  happened  next 
Transcended  amazement 
Sancharillo  looked  perplexed 
Then  asked,  ‘AAu  got  a breath  mint?” 

‘AAu  can  talk?!”  I asked 
With  an  overuTelming  admiration 
“In  every  language”  he  answered 
“I  can  even  do  translation” 

So  we  talked  for  a while 
And  a friendship  soon  grew 
My  best  friend  was  a dragon 
But  nobody  knew 

As  the  years  went  by 
Sancho  grew  so  large 
I could  even  ride  on  his  back 
And  go  for  a fly 

We’d  soar  through  the  clouds 
To  a magical  land 
Where  we’d  hang  with  Sasquatch 
And  the  gingerbread  man 

But  the  day  I turned  1 3 
Was  the  saddest  dav  I ever  saw 
SanchariUo  was  forced  to  move  away 
Under  Dragonship  law 

Although  my  sadness 
Whs  simply  too  much 
Me  and  SanchariUo 
Vowed  to  stav  in  touch 

As  the  years  did  pass 

W e did  grow  apart 

But  the  memories  of  SanchariUo 

Will  always  be  in  my  heart. 
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Anne  Wasn’t  Nice 


David  Regalado 
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Creativity  Can  Be  a Bitch 


Audrey  Stillin. 


Oh,  yes 

Creativity  can  be  a bitch 
Unfair,  unfeeling,  unfathomable 
She  hides  when  needed  most. 

Appears  at  inconvenient  times. 

Speaks  in  incomprehensible  symbols 
And  generally  disregards  all  my  attempts 
To  capture,  define,  or  control  her 

I know 

I have  tried  scheduling,  coaxing,  demanding 
Cursed  her  timing,  ignored  her  gentle  nudge 
Begged  her  to  appear  for  just  one  tiny  moment 
Lit  candles,  promised,  banged  the  table. 

Fve  stamped  my  feet  and  pouted,  resentful 
At  her  embrace  of  someone  else 

Perhaps 

It’s  time  to  try  another  tactic,  change  perspective 
Prepare  in  space  and  soul  a room  to  welcome  her 
Pull  out  good  china,  set  a place  at  the  table. 

Invite  her,  not  summon,  to  walk  along  with  me. 
Drink  in  sun,  smell  rain,  explore  darkness 
And  play  with  me  in  picture  words 
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Rainy  Day  in  Chicago 


Sarah  Self 
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The  Taste  of  Happiness 


Adam  Chalifoux 


(for  my  girlfriend  with  whom  I never  share) 

Down  the  stairs 
down  the  narrow  steps 
to  the  left 

and  to  the  left  once  more 
through  the  hallway 
and  through  the  door 
a sandwich  awaits 

a sandwich  awaits 
on  a glorious  platter 
sprinkled  with  toppings 
in  a careful  spatter 
of  goodness 
and  love 

as  if  made  up  above 
by  God  himself 
for  his  divine  diet 
it  sits  on  a golden 
throne  of  plates 
rd  let  you  try  it 
but 

. . .it  waits. . . 
for  me 

and  me  alone 

to  enjoy  in  ecstasy  unknown 
meats  spices  lettuce  and  provolone 
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Expression  of 


Michael  Scott  Sumrak 


The  atmosphere 
presses  ex- 
presses as  it  breaks 
against  breath. 

Against  breath 
& w/  it,  ex- 

hailing  brevity  in- 
dependent of  line 

references  in- 
vision as  in  de 

Kooning. 


L'Inconnue  de  la  Seine 


Anthony  Trendl 


Your  beauty  remains  banked  at  the  Quai  du  Louvre 
before  you  stepped  to  explore  your  sadness, 
leaving  him  whose  name  is  as  lost  as  yours. 

Your  lips  are  fixed  in  stone  and  plainer  glory, 
set  afar  from  Paris  and  its  consummate  caress. 

Whilst  you  floated  to  the  Seine's  toxic  shore, 
did  you  think  of  God  and  what  litany  to  confess? 

The  Pygmalion  in  every  man  is  banging  on  Venus'  doors; 
your  love  remains  cast  in  legend  and  plaster  hoar— 

I grieve  you  found  such  calm  in  consummate  distress. 
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Girl  From  Chicago 


Dawn  Campbell 


I’m  a girl  from  Chicago. 

When  I was  a kid 
I really  did 

walk  six  blocks  and  ride  three  buses 

to  get  to  a school  that  was  nearly  ten  miles  away  from  the  overcrowded  one, 
located  directly  across  the  street  from  my  third  floor  apartment. 

Yes,  sometimes  in  ten  feet  of  snow,  but  also  on  otherwise  beautiful  sunny  days. 

I’m  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I know  the  distinct  scent  of  a laundry  mat 

and  I know  how  many  quarters  it  takes  to  do  a week’s  worth  of  laundry 
for  a family  of  three. . . 
two  girls  and  a mom. 

I’m  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I know  the  brutality  of  winter, 
the  value  of  a good  shovel 
and  a broken  down  kitchen  chair, 

and  I believe  in  a person’s  God  given  right  to  claim  ten  feet  of  a city  owned  street 
simply  because  they  worked  their  ass  off  for  an  hour  after  working  a twelve  hour 
day 

just  to  dig  it  out. 

I’m  just  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I don’t  know  too  much  bout  traveling  the  world, 

but  I can  say  heUo  and  thank  you  in  five  different  languages. 

I know  the  difference  between  church  and  temple,  Buddha,  Allah,  and  God. 

I know  how  to  take  the  red  line  to  China  Town, 

the  blue  line  to  Greek  Town, 

and  that  the  best  burrito  around 

can  be  found  at  the  corner  North  Ave.  and  Pulaski. 

I’m  just  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I don’t  know  much  about  cruising  the  Atlantic  or  Pacific  Oceans, 
but  I do  know  that  cruising  down  Harlem  Ave.  meant  you  were  cool, 
especially  if  you  were  in  an  IROC  Z. 
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I’m  just  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I don’t  know  much  about  CAL-I-FOR-NI-A’s  Rodeo  Drive, 
but  I do  know  how  magnificent  one  mile  can  be, 

and  how  at  night,  the  Chicago  skyline  can  shine  as  bright  as  Vegas  or  Times 
Square. . . 

or  so  I am  guessing. 

I’m  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I know  what  it  means  to  sing  the  blues. 

I know  the  definitions  of  WIC  and  Section  8, 

the  difference  between  the  south  side  and  the  north  shore, 

the  difference  between  new  money  and  old,  middle  class  and  poor, 

and  I can  teU  you  the  anticipated  wait  time  in  the  unemployment  line 

on  any  given  day  of  the  week. 

I’m  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I love  Da  Bears,  Da  BuUs,  and  Da  Hawks, 
and  I am  a Cubs  fan  through  and  through. 

I know  the  difference  between  a Cubs  fan  and  a Sox  fan 

and  I can  teU  you  that  most  of  the  Sox  fans  I know  are  aU  born  and  raised  North- 
siders  and  for  that  reason  alone  I consider  them  traitors. 

I also  know  all  too  well  that  Sox  fans  will  defend  their  stance  based  on  the  sheer 
quality  of  a ballpark’s  toilets  and  amenities... 

Oh  yeah,  and  something  about  a 100  years  and  a goat. 

I am  a girl  from  Chicago. 

I get  my  news  from  the  Trib  and  the  Old  Number  Nine, 

got  my  preschool  education  from  PBS  and  made  my  TV  debut  at  the  age  of  seven 
as  an  audience  member  of  the  B020  Show. 

I like  mustard  on  my  hot  dogs,  my  Italian  beef  dipped,  and  my  pizza,  thick. 

I have  quenched  my  thirst  and  my  sun-kissed  skin  from  the  rushing  waters  of  a 
fire  hydrant  and  I consider  55  degrees  perfectly  suitable  weather  for  wearing 
shorts. 

I’m  a girl  from  Chicago, 
the  perfect  combination  of  feisty  and  sweet. 

I can  bake  a cake,  throw  a football,  do  a cartwheel,  chmb  a tree,  hop  a fence, 
and  double  dutch  jump  rope. 

I can  be  a real  sweet  talker,  but  sometimes  I swear  like  a sailor. 

I can  hold  my  own  and  I don’t  take  any  shit  from  anyone. 

I know  that  alleys  and  gangways  are  great  for  short  cuts  during  the  day, 
but  no  place  a girl  should  be  at  night. 

And  if  you  read  this  and  know  I’m  right, 
you  just  might  be  a girl  from  Chicago. 
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The  Heart  Beats  Hurt  The  Ears 


Thomas  Sheridan 


An  unfamiliar  face  looming  overhead 
Hunger  in  the  pit  of  the  stomach 

The  all-consuming  darkness 

The  shadows  of  an  armchair  on  the  wall 

The  blur  of  the  visual  periphery 

As  eyes  twitch  to  and  fro 

The  monsters  in  the  fog 

The  mist  that  hides  the  hills 

A sure  and  unseen  footstep 
A creak  upon  the  stair 
The  truck  with  too  bright  headlights 
Nearing  close  behind 

A long  walk  through  the  empty  parking  lot 
The  man  in  a dark  hood 

The  child  backlit  by  headlights 
The  fire  alarm  shrieking  its  alarum 
Plague,  murder,  poverty 
The  apocalypse  every  night  at  10 
Unfolding  one  story  at  a time 

Lies,  denial,  wrinkled  hospital  sheets 

Lost  goals 

Failed  dreams 

Wasted  time 

Loss  of  control 

The  world,  left  behind 

The  remaining  hearts  of  man 

Nothing. 
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Wild  Horse 


Maya  Adelman  Cabral 


It’s  the  horse  screaming  at  the  wind 
the  rain  crackling  on  the  pavement 
the  onion  tears  that  leak  down  your  face. 

It’s  when  your  throat  is  hot 
and  your  chest  is  icy 
and  you  look  down 

but  then  remember  you  are  supposed  to  look  up. 

But  what  about  going  sideways? 

You  never  thought  of  that. 

Until  today 

when  this  tiny  seed 

plants  itself  in  between  your  eyeballs 

And  you  scratch  and  scratch. 

You  try  to  expel  it 

and  frustrated 

you  scrape  until  you  bleed. 

And  you  think  the  seed  is  gone 
finally. 

And  then  you  look  upwards 
accidentally 

and  you  think  you  see  the  sun. 

But  you’re  squinting  and  you  get  confused 
and  maybe  this  is  when  you  fall  over. 

And  you  celebrate  being  on  the  ground 
simply  because  you  can’t  get  back  up. 

And  your  aunt  calls  you  and  she  wants  you  to  explain 
why  you  don’t  let  yourself  live  without  worry 
or  why  you  don’t  know  how  to  be  free. 

But  you  don’t  know. 

And  you  sit  and  you  scratch  and  finally 
insignificant  spots  appear  on  your  flimsy  scratch 
of  paper. 

And  you  sigh  because  for  just  one  instant 
you  understand. 
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Whispering  People 


Christine  Cianciosi 


Hearing  voices 
all  around— 
hands  over  my  ears 
I still  hear  their  sounds. 

You  do  see  them 
yet  do  not  know— 
these  are  orbs 
lights  overflow. 

Ghosts  or  spirits- 
whatever  you  call 
walk  up  and  down 
any  hall. 

When  you  are  still 
ears  begin  to  ring- 
tune  deep  within, 
hear  spirits  sing. 

When  they  speak 
within  the  dark 
follow  their  light- 
help  them  make  their  mark. 

Whispering  people 
so  very  near— 
when  you  become  clear 
there  is  no  fear. 
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Saint  Denis 


Mathias  Folev 
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Insomnia 


Sarah  Hansen 


Lights  flash  across  the  wall.  Just  a quick  journey,  then  they’re  gone  as  the  car 
shoots  past  outside.  The  window  is  open  and  wind  rushes  in  every  so  often,  slight- 
ly tinged  with  raindrops  and  pollen.  The  ceiling  over  my  head  sneers  back  at  me  as 
I lay  there.  Tilting  my  head  to  the  right,  the  harsh  light  of  my  clock  screams  1:32 
am.  I return  my  head  to  its  original  position;  my  gaze  wander  back  to  the  spot  on 
the  ceiling.  Every  breath  I take  seems  to  echo  within  my  room,  whispering  back 
things  1 don’t  want  to  hear.  I lay  there,  wandng  to  cover  my  ears,  scream  at  the 
whispers  to  stop,  to  shove  the  ideas  out  of  my  head,  yet  I don’t.  The  ideas  tumble 
around  my  brain,  each  overanalyzed,  each  unwanted,  yet  cherished.  Time  ticks  by 
in  what  seems  like  hours.  My  head  lolls  to  the  right  again,  and  my  eyes  tell  me  the 
truth:  1:33.  Back  to  staring  at  the  ceiling.  This  is  the  time  I fear.  The  time  when  my 
sister  and  mother  are  dead  to  the  world,  and  the  house  lies  still,  a breeding  ground 
for  evil,  yet  this  is  the  time  I crave.  A time  that  my  family’s  words  and  ideals  can’t 
touch  me,  can’t  hurt  me,  can’t  change  me.  A time  that  my  walls  come  down,  repair, 
and  let  everything  out.  A time  when  the  mask  I wear  comes  off  and  I can  breath 
fully,  but  still  carefully.  As  I lie  there,  everything  is  peaceful  in  its  dysfunctional 
way.  It  seems  a different  world,  bathed  in  sUvery  light  from  the  moon.  And  I won- 
der, not  for  the  first  time,  why  me?  Why  my  family?  The  tears  begin  to  fall  once 
again,  cool  against  my  face.  My  vision  blurs  as  the  whispers  swell,  urging  me  into 
the  darkness,  promising  everything  can  be  numb,  everything  can  be  better.  Time 
clicks  by  as  my  silent  room  becomes  a cacophony  of  noise.  And  I lay  there,  wait- 
ing, undecided,  contemplating.  An  eternity  of  whispers,  silver  light  and  windows. 


Black 


Kyle  Sowa 


I am. . . The  observer  in  the  high  moon. 

The  wonderer  in  the  dead  of  night. 
The  stranger  under  the  streetlight. 

The  silhouette  in  an  unUt  corner. 

The  shadow  that  creep  behind. 

The  wrapping  around  the  tired  body. 
The  voice  that  beckons  to  come  closer. 
The  taker  in  the  final  moment. 

The  escort  and  guardian  of  souls. 
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Keep  the  Lights  On 


David  Rep-alado 
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To  Apollo  from  Selene 


Heather  Peters 


Sing  to  me,  oh  god  of  sun, 

life-giver,  fire-eater — 
make  me  a melody,  and  with  your  lyre, 
whisper  words  so  sweet 
and  I will  be  your  harmony. 

Let  your  notes  move  like  hands 

over  hills  and  valleys  lush — - 
the  music  of  life  and  love, 

bestowed  with  all  your  heart 
and  I will  be  your  instrument. 

Within  my  silvery  shadow  life 
I dream  of  warmth — 
sing  for  me  your  sonorous  song 

so  I may  drink  of  its  ambrosia 
and  I will  dream  of  you. 

For  I am  cursed  to  darkness, 
as  you  fall,  I rise — 
although  I ache  for  your  light, 

Sirius  is  my  companion, 
the  Milky  Way  my  playground. 

Clasped  in  our  eternal  orbit, 
the  sun  and  moon 
forever  bound,  forever  apart — 
two  pieces  of  a whole, 
neither  satisfied  alone. 

So,  sing  to  me,  oh  god  of  sun, 

make  your  music  sound — 
although  I may  be  far  from  you 

I will  know  that  I am  loved, 
your  goddess  of  the  moon. 
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In  Time 


Katherine  Dolan 
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The  Ballad  of  a Mason 


Adam  Chalifoux 


I once  knew  a mason 
Who  built  houses  of  stone 
Always  building  for  others 
Never  his  own 

Though  he  loved  his  craft 
He  never  had  a home 
Taking  his  skills  in  the  night 
He’d  restlessly  roam 

Patrons  lent  him  shelter 
A place  to  rest  his  head 
Sometimes  he’d  have  a room 
But  never  his  own  bed 

The  selfless  mason 
Living  to  give 
Building  for  others 
His  reason  to  live 

Throughout  the  years 
He  heard  whispers  of  a faraway  land 
That  blossomed  with  beauty 
Where  his  own  house  could  stand 

So  he  packed  up  his  hammer 
His  bricks  and  his  steel 
Helplessly  hoping 
This  land  was  for  real 

He  voyaged  through  mountains 
Through  valleys  below 
Through  treacherous  waters 
Through  lightning  and  snow 

Until  he  came  to  a land 
So  unique  and  pristine 
Unthinkable  beauty 
He’d  never  seen 
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He  began  to  build 

Excitement  rewarding  his  determination 

Ambitious  eyes 

Teaming  with  anticipation 

The  mason  was  a man 
Of  great  concentration 
With  precision  and  care 
He  built  the  foundation 

Brick  by  brick 
He  began  to  feel 
What  he  always  wanted 
Never  seemed  so  real 

A steady  floor  under  his  feet 
A place  he  could  go 
A place  to  be  with  him 
Through  rain  and  through  snow 

Three  months  had  gone  by 
The  home  minutes  from  done 
The  mason’s  skin  burnt 
From  the  radiant  sun 

In  came  the  clouds 
Relieving  his  pain 
Looking  up  he  saw 
It  started  to  rain 

His  hands  were  wet 
But  his  grip  was  tight 
The  mason  worked  harder 
As  day  turned  to  night 

A crack  in  the  sky 
White  light  filled  the  air 
The  mason  kept  working 
He  was  almost  there 

Wind  grew  violent 
He  barely  kept  his  feet 
The  mason  was  resilient 
Refusing  to  be  beat 
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The  elements  grew  fierce 
He  was  blistered  by  rain 
The  mason  kept  working 
Though  writhing  in  pain 

With  a clash  from  the  heavens 
Or  maybe  from  hell 
The  mason  lost  traction 
He  helplessly  fell 

Unable  to  stand 
Blinded  by  rain 
The  mason’s  helplessness 
Drove  him  insane 

Determined  to  recover 
Refusing  to  fail 
Then  stopped  the  rain 
And  down  came  the  hail 

Up  in  the  sky 
The  elements  raged 
Like  a pack  of  wild  dogs 
Let  out  of  their  cage 

Hail  battered  the  roof 
Wind  rattled  the  walls 
The  mason  lay  stunned 
Watching  the  masterpiece  fall 

The  storm  was  vicious 
Fate  had  no  relent 
He  and  the  remnants  lay  mangled 
Twisted  and  bent 

The  mason  lay  in  silence 
With  defeat  in  his  eyes 
He  threw  down  his  hammer 
Then  cursed  to  the  skies 

Lies  and  damnation 
False  land  of  despair 
Coughing  and  choking 
On  the  defeat  in  the  air 
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Enduring  the  struggle 
Through  mountains  and  streams 
To  be  standing  in  ruins 
Of  his  broken  dreams 

The  road  to  the  promised  land 
Was  a dead  end 
So  he  aimlessly  wandered 
‘Til  he  could  build  again 


Stoned  Cold  Sinner 


Elwood  Charles 


I am  not  clean 

Nor  do  I claim  to  be 

But  let  he  who  is  without  sin 

Cast  the  first  stone  at  me 

These  words  cut  deep 

Right  down  to  my  very  soul 

After  all  it  is  me 

for  whom  the  bell  does  toll 

I am  exposed  by  the  light  of  day 

But  there  is  a side  of  me 

You  will  never  know 

Demons  I must  face  alone 

A desert  I must  walk  through  on  my  own 

It  is  for  me  to  decide 

If  I will  be  coming  home 
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A Train  Calls  For  Me 


Mike  Gebhardt 


A silent  fog  no  longer, 

A train  horn  beckons  me. 

I know  not  where  it  calls, 

Or  where  it  goes. 

A distant  echo  in  my  dreams. 

Always  on  the  move. 

It  will  not  stop  for  me 
To  jump  on  board. 

The  haunting  engine  call  persists. 
And  stirs  the  vagabond  within. 
Adventure  down  the  tracks  perhaps. 
But  not  for  me  this  day. 

At  4:30,  the  mindless  prep 
For  work  begins. 

And  duty  binds  me 
To  the  job  I must  attend. 

Someday  I will  stray. 

To  ride  the  rails. 

To  inhale  diesel  breath. 

And  take  me  somewhere  far  away. 
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Rovalt 


Lou  Patrou 
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Motion  Evolving 


Katherine  Dolan 
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